i56                      THE TRAITOR.                [ACT iv.

Sd. You shall not lose the smallest beam of favour,
To buy a man so desperate.    I never
Thought death the monster that weak men have fancied^
As foil to make us more in love with life.
The devil's picture may affright poor souls
Into their bodies' paleness, but the substance
To resolute man's a shadow ; and cold sweat
Dare not approach his forehead.    I am armed
To die, and give example of that fortitude
Shall shame the law's severity: my sister
May now give back Pisano his false vows,
To line his coffin : one tear shed on me is
Enough, the justice I have done shall make
My memory beloved.

Lor. I have thought a way
To recover you, if you incline to it;
Dare you consent ?

Set. To any thing that's noble ;
Although I never feared to suffer, I
Am not so foolish to despise a life.

Lor. There is no difficulty attends it; listen,
The time will not permit much circumstance :
The duke, you know, did love your sister.
Sd. Viciously.

Lor. Her virtue did but cool him for the presec
As sprinklings on a flame ; he's now more passionate
To enjoy her.
ScL Ha!

L$r. If she consent to meet
His soft embrace, with his first kiss he seals
Your pardon ; then the act upon Pisano
Appears a true revenge, when none dares question it.
Beside addition of state and fortune;
To you and Amidea, weigh your danger,
And what a trifte she gives up, to save
Your life, tliat never can be valued,
Less recompensed; the duke may be so taken